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Sea Wolf. He read the manuscript as it rested on the tree
trunk on which he had written it, flanked on either side by
candles, the campers and neighbours spread out on the
ground at his feet. Dawn was beginning to mottle the sky
over Sonoma Mountain when he turned the last page.
The people alive to-day who heard Jack London read The
Sea Wolf by the bank of that stream in Glen Ellen, in late
July, 1903, still remember it as one of the most beautiful
and moving experiences of their lives.

And then, within a few hours, came the explosion that
shattered the existence of the London family. It would
perhaps be best to have Bessie tell the story in her own
words.

" One day toward the end of July, after lunch, Jack and I
stayed down by the stream and talked. He wanted to get
away from Oakland for a time, because there were too many
interruptions to his work. He said that he had been thinking
about buying a ranch on the Southern California Desert,
and asked if I would mind going down there to live. I told
him, not at all, as long as there would be modern conveni-
ences for the children. (Bessie was mother first, wife second.)
Jack promised, and we made plans to leave in the fall.

" At about two o'clock I took my two babies back to the
cabin to put them to sleep. Miss Kittredge had been waiting
around and I saw them walk over to a big hammock at the
side of Mrs. Eames's house and begin to talk. I thought
nothing of it. I put the two children to sleep and worked
around the cabin straightening up. Miss Kittredge and Jack
sat in that hammock for four solid hours and talked.

"At six o'clock Jack walked up to the cabin and said,
c Bessie, I am leaving you.' Not understanding what he was
talking about, I asked, ' You mean you're going back to
Piedmont?' 4 No,' replied Jack, 'I'm leaving you...
separating. . . .' Stunned, I sank to the edge of a cot and
stared at him for a long time before I could stammer,
c Why, Daddy, what do you mean. . . you've just been
talking about Southern California. . ..' Jack kept repeating
doggedly that he was separating from me, and I kept crying,